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fue SWITCH 


Wendy and Alice were miserable, which in and of itself was nothing 
new. They had been miserable for years. They and their friend, Petra, had 
always been the odd girls in school. All the cool, pretty girls had made fun 
of them, and none of the boys had paid them any attention. They had been 
best friends—bonded together forever by true friendship instead of being 
shallow and stupid like all the other girls. At least, they had thought that 
was how it was. Then, Petra had... blossomed. The first day of high 
school was crazy for the three friends. Over the summer Petra had gone 
on vacation with her family and had come back a bit different: she had 
breasts. That morning, Wendy and Alice hadn’t even recognized her at 
first. Petra had always been the prettiest of the three, but she had never 
stood out. She had been one of them, but now she was different. 

At first, they had gone about their business as usual, although other 
girls would now wave to Petra, and guys would smile at her. A rift began 
to form. Wendy and Alice were jealous that Petra was suddenly popular 
just because she had grown a couple of tits. Her tits weren’t even that big. 
They just happened to be bigger than the tits that Wendy or Alice possessed. 
It wasn’t long before the friends didn’t speak to each other as much. One 
night, at the first home football game of the season, Alice had snapped at 
Petra because Petra kept drifting off to speak to other girls. That had 
ended the trio. Now, all that was left was a duo. Petra felt betrayed and 
soon joined the other girls in making snide remarks and laughing at Wendy 
and Alice. 

Things only got worse. Petra continued to blossom. She got taller, 
and she got curvier. By the time she was a junior Petra was six foot tall, 
and her tits kept growing .. . and growing... and growing. During an 
argument between Petra and Wendy at a sophomore pep rally Wendy had 
told Petra that the only reason anyone liked her was for her tits. Evidently, 
this touched a nerve with Petra. Afterward, Petra—knowing full well that 
Wendy and Alice always waited in the locker room until everyone else had 
changed and left to change into their own gym clothes—would hang back 
and taunt them while dressed in her bra and panties. She especially loved 
to do so whenever she went up a size in her bras. 

If it had only been that, Wendy and Alice could have ignored her 
like they ignored all the others, but Petra’s fortunes seemed to be the only 
thing bigger than her breasts. She had always been smart. Her grades 
were flawless, and she barely had to put any effort into school, while Wendy 
struggled to maintain Bs and struggled even more to keep Alice—always 
a ditz—passing. Also, Petra’s father, a former Marine, had insisted that 
she learn to defend herself, so he had enrolled her in martial arts classes 
since she was four. She had taken to that like a fish takes to water. 

By their senior year Petra had several advanced degrees in four 
martial arts. She even got to go to national competitions and was excused 
from class by the teachers without a fuss. Wendy and Alice were convinced 
that the male teachers were too busy ogling Petra to bother and that the 
female teachers were so jealous that they didn’t care why she left, as long 
as she was gone. Inevitably, Petra would return with another trophy, and 
Wendy and Alice would joke to each other that she obviously couldn’t 











really practice karate or kung fu or whatever with those boobs. They were convinced 
that she was screwing someone for the trophies. Wendy and Alice were sure that she 
used her body to get her way and were secretly infuriated that they couldn't do the 
same. Both of them were built like sticks tied together at the joints. 

Life kept getting better for Petra. She was the only girl in the history of their 
high school to be homecoming queen and prom queen all four years. She also won all 
the academic awards, was elected class president, was made head cheerleader, and was 
a lock for valedictorian. They knew that she had earned the academic awards and the 
valedictorian, but Alice swore to everyone that Petra had screwed the head of the 
yearbook committee—who just happened to be in charge of counting all the votes for 
homecoming queen and prom queen. 

Even outside of school, Petra just kept getting all the breaks. Wendy and 
Alice held jobs at the local fast food restaurant just to earn some spending money, 
but Petra never worried about spending money—guys lined up to buy her anything 
she wanted. That was another thing that Petra would brag about to the two 
unpopular girls when she cornered them. 





On the first day that was warm enough for the teachers to hold any kind of 
outdoor activities for gym class Wendy and Alice were hanging back as usual and 
changing while chatting and gossiping about work. 

“T think Jack likes you, Alice,” Wendy said, smiling. Jack was a cook at the 
restaurant. Sure, he was only a sophomore and had way too many pimples, but he was 
the best chance Alice might have. 

Alice smiled and flipped her orange hair. “You think so?” 

From behind they heard a distinctly familiar voice say, “He’d be perfect for 
you!” 

Wendy and Alice turned to see Petra standing there in her underwear. She 
looked glorious. Her curly, dark brown hair fell around her tanned, smooth shoulders. 
Her lacy white panties formed a striking contrast with her sun-darkened skin. Wendy 
and Alice couldn’t help but notice Petra’s bulging boobs, barely contained by her bra. 
It looked way too tight—like it might explode off Petra’s chest at any moment. She 
noticed their stares. 

“Do you like my bra? I can give it to you soon, Wendy. It might be a bit big 
for you, though.” 

Wendy turned scarlet. “T1 let you know if I need a tent.” 

Petra laughed. “I just keep outgrowing these things. I mean... this is a 
double D! I don’t know what I'll do if I keep getting bigger.” She put her hand to her 
chest and giggled in a falsely conspiratorial manner. “Isn’t puberty supposed to stop 
sometime? Oh well! You know what they say, girls. The Lord giveth, and he just 
keeps on giving... at least to some of us.” She winked at them and walked off before 
they could think of a reply. 

“Damn her!” Wendy snarled and smacked her hand into a locker. Quickly, she 
pulled her hand back and shook it. That really hurt! 

Alice was sniffling a bit. “I hate her so much.” 

“I would give anything if we could teach her a lesson.” 

“You don’t want to beat her up, do you?” Alice asked with an alarmed look. 
Despite all their joking, Petra was a black belt, and she was in great shape. 

“No,” Wendy replied. “Even if we did manage to beat her, we would just be 
expelled. If only there was some way to screw her over without anyone being able to 


take it out on us.” 9 





Alice stood there looking down and fidgeting nervously. 

“What?” Wendy demanded. 

“Well ...,” Alice started, and then stopped. Wendy knew to just 
let her go. Alice didn’t respond well to pressure. “I was talking to Jack the 
other day .. . about stuff . . . and he said that his cousin was into... y'know 
... Witchcraft.” 

Wendy almost laughed. “Witchcraft?” 

XES 

“Well,” Wendy said after a moment, “what do we have to lose?” 

Alice stared at Wendy blankly. 

“Nothing, Alice. We have nothing to lose. So, who is this guy’s 
cousin?” 

“Jack said he lives a bit south of Albertville.” 

“Albertville?!?! That’s six hours away!” 

Alice shrugged helplessly. 

Wendy sighed. “Can you get his address?” 

“But what if Jack doesn't want to give it to me?” Alice looked 
panicked. “He might think I’m interested in his cousin! Why don’t you 
ask for it?” 

“I don’t work today, Alice. Tell Jack you want to try out a spell 
with him.” 

“Oh. I can do that.” 

“Yeah.” Alice was so stupid that it was painful. 


The next day, Wendy and Alice met up while changing for gym. 
Wendy looked at Alice questioningly, and Alice smiled. After the other 
girls had left Wendy turned to her friend. 

“You got it?” 

Alice grinned again. “Yeah. He thinks it would be fun to play 
around like that. He said it’s kinky.” 

“Well, Petra will never see this one coming.” Wendy joined her 
friend in grinning. “Give me the address!” 

Alice told her the address, while Wendy quickly wrote it down 
and stuffed it into her purse. “Thank God tomorrow’s Saturday. I already 
called in and got us the day off, just in case. Pll pick you up at nine 
tomorrow.” 

The two girls giggled together as they left the locker room. 

Petra stepped out from behind the row of lockers. She had been a 
moment from surprising her former friends with her new bra. She wanted 
to see the look on their faces when faced with three Ds. But this was 


troubling. Those two jealous idiots were up to something. Alice was no 
problem, but Wendy was just smart enough to be dangerous. Quickly, 
Petra went back to her locker, retrieved a pen, and copied down the address 
as well. I’ll hold on to this in case I need to see what those two are up to, 
she thought to herself, although she doubted they would be much of a 
threat. It didn’t hurt to be careful, though. 


Wendy arrived bright and early, and Alice was waiting on her front 
porch. Both of them were eager. They were gleeful, imagining the curses 
they would cast on Petra, as they drove down the road. After they passed 
through Albertville the road turned into the woods. Soon, 1t became much 
rougher. The trees pressed in on both sides of the pothole-filled road. 
Their earlier cheer was lost as they traveled through the creepy forest. 

After a half hour they saw a mailbox and checked the address. It 
matched. They looked up the gravel road and then looked at each other. 
Wendy nodded to Alice and then drove up to the house. 

It was run down and old. Wendy wondered if they had the right 
place. Anyone that could use magic would have to live somewhere more 
... Clean. As she got out of the car, she noticed a young man approaching. 
He had been standing in a garden beside the house. He was obviously 
Jack’s cousin. She could see the resemblance in their faces, and he had the 
same lanky gait. That was where the resemblance ended. This guy was 
hot! He had beautiful blonde hair and bright blue eyes. He wore jeans and 
a tight, black t-shirt. If this is a witch, Wendy thought, sign me up. 

“Can I help you?” the young man said. 

Wendy glanced at Alice. She was dumbstruck. Wendy spoke up. 
“Yeah. We know your cousin, Jack.” Wendy realized that she hadn’t 
asked for a name. “I’m Wendy, and this is Alice.” She pushed Alice 
forward. 

“Hi,” was Alice’s only response. 

Wendy nudged her again. 

“Right. You're Bobby?” Alice asked. 

Bobby grinned. It was an easy, wonderful smile. “That's me. 
Why did Jack send you two up here?” 

Wendy spoke up again. “He didn’t send us. We asked where you 
live... because we want to cast a spell.” 

Bobby stopped smiling. “Oh?” It was the only thing he said. The 
silence stretched out. 

Wendy finally broke it. “Yeah. We want to cast a spell.” 








“Jack should know enough to keep his mouth shut. He doesn't 
know everything.” 

“What's “everything”?”” Alice overcame her nerves long enough 
to ask. 

“Everything? Well, it’s just one thing really, and it should be pretty 
obvious. When you use magic, there's Backlash.” 

“What's Backlash?” Wendy asked. 

“There's always a price to casting a spell. ’ Course, the severity 
depends on the spell. If you do harm with magic, it causes you more 
harm—a lot more. If you help someone other than yourself, then good 
comes your way. If you help yourself, there are . . . consequences. You 
have to give up something. And it can’t be little. It’s got to be big.” 

Wendy and Alice stood there with their mouths open. Wendy 
recovered quickly. “Is there any way around it?” 

“Well ....” Bobby looked unsure of how to proceed. 

“We have money,” Alice spoke up again. Wendy was impressed. 

Bobby laughed. “Okay,” he said. “If you make a potion, you can 
contain the Backlash when you’re helping others or yourself. Harming 
others always causes Backlash, though.” 

Alice looked like she was going to vomit. Wendy was disgusted. 
Just yesterday, they had agreed to pay any price. “We don’t want to hurt 
anyone. It’s for us. Well, it’s for me, actually.” 

“What do you want to do?” asked Bobby. 

“This is embarrassing,’ Wendy lied. “I’m seeing this guy... he 
doesn’t like... well, he doesn’t like boobs.” 

Bobby looked perplexed. He glanced down at Wendy, who puffed 
out her chest as much as she could. At least she had tits. Alice didn’t have 
anything. She had never been thankful to have tits the size of plums before 
in her life. The thought occurred to Wendy that she should have asked for 
a potion to give her and Alice giant, whopping tits. She imagined what it 
would be like. If she did, she would be the popular one, and Petra would 
be standing here trying to convince Bobby of this stupid story. Anyway, it 
was pointless. She had to stick to her story now, or everything would be 
ruined. 

“Are you sure?” he asked. “I mean, I’m not trying to insult you, 
but ...,” he trailed off. 

“Alice would have better luck with him than I do unless I can lose 
what little I have.” Wendy was impressed with her own lies. Luckily, 
Alice was too confused to say anything dumb. 

“All right. Pll need two hours.” 

“Okay,” both Wendy and Alice said simultaneously. 

“And five hundred dollars,” Bobby finished. 


That stopped both girls. They bent their heads together and quickly 
determined that they had about four hundred in their bank accounts. “We 
only have four,” Wendy said. 

“That's good enough, I suppose.” Bobby had resumed smiling. 

“How do we know this will work?” Alice asked. 

“You don’t. It’s simple enough, though. Reducing or enlarging is 
pretty easy. You just need to have something in the potion as a fetish— 
that’s something to represent what you want to fiddle with. In this case, 
it’s milk. That’s good enough for breasts,” Bobby told her matter-of-factly. 

“Nothing to lose, remember?” Wendy whispered to her friend. 

After a quick goodbye the girls took off down the road to find an 
ATM and to give Bobby the two hours he needed. Bobby walked around 
the house toward the cellar. His dad was standing there. 

“I saw them girls, Bobby,” were his dad’s only words. 

“Yeah. They're wanting a potion. I got us a good price.” 

His dad grunted. “What do they want?” 

Bobby explained the girls’ request for a breast-shrinking potion. 

“You sure? They didn’t seem to have much goin’ on up top at all.” 

“That’s what they want,” Bobby said. 

“We need some herbs.” Bobby’s dad listed off about twenty 
separate items. “Get crackin’. I'll mix the potion.” 

Bobby looked puzzled. “We don’t need none of that stuff for the 
potion, Dad.” 

“I know that, Boy. Doesn't mean we don’t need it.” 

Bobby shrugged and walked into the woods. The old man climbed 
down into the cellar and began mixing the potion. He added in the milk of 
a bat first for the fetish. After that the work proceeded quickly until the 
old man had reached the midway point. He paused. His idiot son had to 
have it wrong. He glanced at two Mason jars on the shelf sitting side by 
side. The one on the left would reduce. The one on the right would enlarge. 
He chose the one on the right. He thought it was all foolishness, but the 
girls were paying good money. His idiot son wouldn’t screw this up for 
paying customers. 

Bobby came back after about an hour. The potion was waiting for 
him. His dad handed it to him with another grunt and went inside, mumbling 
something about a nap. Bobby put up the herbs and kicked back until he 
heard the car pull up again. 

The girls jumped out of the car and held the money out toward 
him. He took it and said, “Hold on a second. Let me tell you how this 
works, okay?” 

They both nodded. They were staring hungrily at the vial full of 
purple, bubbling, fizzing liquid in his hand. 





“TIl be blunt. You don’t got much for titties. It won't take more than a drop or 
two. And that's a good thing. If you down the whole vial at once, it’ Il be permanent, 
and you’ ll be flatter than a pancake. Hell, with this stuff, you could go get you some 
implants, and they would deflate overnight. It’s powerful mojo, okay?” 

They nodded again. 

Bobby continued, “All right. Just take a drop or two, and you’ll go flat. After 
a few hours it will slowly reverse. That's because a few drops ain't got enough juice to 
make it stick. This vial should last you and your guy a long time. Any questions?” 

“Yeah. How does it taste?” Wendy asked. If it was foul, there was no way to 
get Petra to drink it. 

Bobby smiled again. “Don't worry. It's sweet like sugar. As a matter of fact, 
you might be tempted to drink more. Don't. Anything else?” 

Both of them shook their heads. They took the vial and slipped it into Wendy’s 
purse with care. They smiled, thanked Bobby, and took off. 

Bobby shook his head and walked back to the garden. He stopped for a moment. 
He should have warned them not to mix the potion with anything. The slightest change 
could have strange consequences. He didn’t think it was likely, though. It didn’t taste 
bad like some potions, which often tempted people that didn’t know better to try to 
mask the flavor. He doubted they would add it to anything. 


Wendy and Alice laughed and talked and sang along to the radio all the way 
home. They also planned. 

“How are we going to get her to drink it, Wendy?” 

“Simple, Alice. She and her bitch friends come in all the time to eat after 
games and on the weekends. We’ ll just slip it into her soda.” 

“But Wendy... .,” Alice began. Wendy waited again. She hated how long it 
took Alice to complete a thought. Alice began speaking again. “. . . the drinks are 
fountain. We don’t pour the drinks.” 

Dammit. Alice was right. Wendy had forgotten in her eagerness to stick it to 
Petra. “Ill think of something.” 





Wendy mulled it over for a week and didn’t come up with anything. School 
was even more awful than usual. All the teachers were fawning over Petra because she 
had been accepted with a free ride to every college and university to which she had 
applied. She had even gotten into Oxford and Cambridge, all the way in England! 
Wendy was so mad that she could have shot Petra. 

That Saturday, she trudged into work thoroughly disheartened. To her surprise, 
she saw Petra—it was hard to miss her in her tight, lemon-yellow t-shirt that was 
strained to indecency. It was almost transparent stretched over Petra’s large, round 














tits. The shirt was so old that the words on the chest had faded to the point 
that Wendy couldn't read them. “Of course, that might be because the 
words are stretched too far,” Wendy remarked to herself. How long had 
Petra had that shirt? Wendy remembered it from eighth grade. It was 
shameful in Wendy’s opinion. The shirt was way too small since Petra was 
a foot taller now, and combined with her huge boobs, the shirt showed off 
about six inches of belly. Petra had to know this, and she and her tits were 
holding court in the restaurant. Petra and a group of twenty or so idiots 
were sitting around the restaurant being loud. It seemed that all of Petra’s 
crew was there. Wendy thought that maybe she would have the chance to 
slip the potion into Petra’s drink, but she had no idea how she could do it 
without being noticed. Then, opportunity landed right in her lap. 

Petra walked to the front counter with her drink. Alice was mopping 
there. Petra pretended she couldn’t walk past Alice to get to the drink 
dispensers. “Jeez! What is wrong with you people? A paying customer 
wants a drink!” 

Wendy slid the vial out of her purse and up her sleeve. Luckily for 
her, the restaurant was cold, so she always wore a long-sleeved shirt. She 
grabbed Petra’s drink, while giving her a wordless glare. As Wendy stepped 
past Alice, she “accidentally” tripped the other girl. Alice quickly became 
entangled in the mop and fell over. Petra and the others howled with 
laughter. Wendy took advantage of the distraction and filled Petra’s drink 
with the potion at the fountain. “This had better work,” she thought as she 
quickly secured the lid and straw back in place. 

Walking back over, Wendy thrust the drink at Petra wordlessly. 
Petra took it, and Wendy’s heart soared. She had been afraid that Petra 
would throw the drink back in her face. As she bent down to help Alice up, 
she became entangled herself and landed in a heap with Alice and the mop 
and bucket. 

“You tripped me!” Alice hissed. 

Wendy glared at her friend, while trying vainly to extricate herself 
from the mess. “Shut up, Alice,” she whispered. “I got the potion in!” 

The two girls looked up. All of Petra’s cronies were laughing and 
hooting at them . . . all except Petra. Unnoticed by her friends, Petra had 
taken a sip of her drink. Now, she was standing there licking her lips and 
staring at the cup. Wendy thought that Petra’s look was the greediest she 
had ever seen. Petra pulled the lid off the cup and chugged the rest of the 
drink. It only took a few seconds. After that she started licking the cup, 
trying to get every drop of the sweet revenge Wendy had poured into it. 
Meanwhile, in spite of all the laughter and hollering, Wendy had managed 
to stand up, and she helped Alice to her feet as well. 

Nothing happened. Petra just stood there looking contented and 
distracted as if she was having the best daydream of her life. 

Furious, Wendy and Alice stomped behind the counter, while Petra 
just stood there, dazed. Wendy was about to tell Petra to go away, when 
she heard a strange noise. It sounded like Petra’s stomach was... growling? 


“Jeez, Petra,” she said, “have you been starving yourself?” Her 
hopes rekindled. Maybe it was the potion taking effect. 

Petra looked at her as 1f she was a complete stranger. “No. I just 
feel a bit gassy.” Her stomach rumbled louder. 

Wendy knew this wasn't natural. Even if the potion only gave her 
the biggest farts in her life, it was something, although she still felt cheated 
at paying four hundred dollars to give Petra gas. 

Petra turned and started to walk gingerly back to her friends. When 
she was about halfway there, she stopped. Her stomach emitted a groan so 
loud that Wendy would have sworn that Petra was standing right beside 
her if she had closed her eyes. 

Everyone in the restaurant noticed. They were all staring at Petra. 
Everyone was silent now, including Wendy, Alice, and the other restaurant 
staff. Petra’s stomach kept rumbling and groaning like bad pipes in an old 
hotel. She started shuddering as well, in perfect rhythm with the weird 
noises. Wendy, Alice, and the cooks walked around the counter and over 
to where Petra’s friends were in order to get a better look. Wendy and 
Alice were thrilled that they would have a front row seat. Alice thought 
about telling Wendy that the only thing that was missing was popcorn. 
She thought better of it, though. She didn’t want to give away their secret. 

Petra’s face was a picture of panic. She clutched her stomach with 
both hands. The loudest sound yet emanated from Petra. Her stomach 
made a noise like a balloon being stretched to the point of popping. 

And then she belched. It wasn’t a little burp, either. It was one of 
those full-body belches where a person could recite the ABCs . . . except it 
didn’t stop. The moments stretched out, and Petra kept exhaling her huge 
burp. Thirty seconds... one minute... Wendy wasn’t sure if she would 
ever stop. She noticed that Petra was terrified and that she was starting to 
turn blue from lack of oxygen. Alice noticed as well, and it thrilled her. 
Over Petra’s tremendous belch Wendy could barely hear Alice mumbling 
under her breath. She sounded excited, but Wendy couldn’t make out the 
words. 

Alice knew exactly what she was saying. She kept repeating, “Die, 
you bitch!” under her breath. She felt excited. It was so exciting that she 
thought she might start cumming if Petra did die. This was way better 
than making out with that loser, Jack. 

Petra fell to her knees trying to stop belching but to no avail. She 
had no air left. She was exhaling silently now. It was as if she was trying 
to expel her insides now that all the air was gone. Then, she heard someone 
shout from the makeshift audience, “Holy fuck, Petra! Your tits!” 

She looked down. Her shirt, which was oversized when she had 
bought it years ago and which fit these days like a baby-doll t-shirt three 
sizes too small, now fit her like a regular t-shirt. Still exhaling and starting 
to become very light-headed, Petra clutched at her now nonexistent chest. 
She could feel her bra hanging loose under her t-shirt, distorting its shape. 














Everyone was now able to make out the writing since the shirt wasn't being stretched 
to the max. It simply read “Palm Springs.” 

Wendy and Alice were delighted. Petra’s precious boobies were gone. Now, 
she would have nothing, assuming she ever stopped exhaling and didn’t keel over. 
Wendy listened to the bewildered people in the crowd wondering what had happened 
to their beloved Petra, and Wendy was elated. 

Petra finally stopped belching. Wendy glanced over at the clock. The 
tremendous burp had lasted almost three minutes. Wendy was amazed. She looked at 
her friend and was surprised to see a look of rage on Alice’s face. What was she so 
upset about? They had gotten what they wanted. Petra was as flat as the floor. 

Wendy heard Petra begin inhaling. She looked over at the former tit queen. 
Petra was still on her knees. As she breathed in deeply, she had dropped her hands 
behind her on the floor and was leaning back, staring at the ceiling. She was still 
breathing in, and she was... swelling. “No,” Wendy said under her breath. Petra’s tits 
expanded as she inhaled. Wendy watched as Petra’s t-shirt began to stretch back out 
and her bra began to ride higher again as the breasts inside once again began to fill 
them. Petra stopped inhaling. She was nowhere near her former size, but Wendy was 
furious beyond words. Petra was still bigger than her. It wasn’t by much, but she was 
still bigger! 

Petra reached up to her chest again and felt her now very normal-sized boobs. 
She looked up amazed at the crowd that was stunned speechless. Then, Petra’s stomach 
let loose another groan, and then another groan hit even louder. They were louder than 
before. Wendy’s heart began to rise again. Alice looked positively gleeful. The rumbling 
began, and Petra’s entire body vibrated in time with the noises being generated deep 
inside her body. 

Suddenly, another belch erupted from Petra. It was so loud that no one could 
hear anything else. Wendy looked around. The glass in the windows was shaking. 
The salt and pepper shakers on the tables were vibrating and shaking as well. A couple 
of them fell over and started shaking their way to the edge of the table. The belch 
continued. Wendy kept her attention between the clock and Petra. No one was able to 
hear anything except the increasingly loud burp. After the four minute mark Petra’s 
face was turning a bright purple-blue from lack of oxygen. Her body seemed to be 
drawing in on itself. She was flat again. Actually, Wendy noticed, she was... concave. 
It was as if her body was collapsing in on itself and was being exhaled in one obscenely 
long burp. 

Five minutes passed, and Petra’s face turned bright blue. Her eyes were starting 
to roll up into her head. Six minutes . . . seven... eight minutes... and at about eight 
and a half minutes she stopped. Her reflexive inhalation was almost as loud as her 
belching. She pitched backward again, breathing in deeply for over three minutes as 
her chest swelled again. This time, she kept growing until she was back to her old size. 
To Wendy’s horror, she kept inhaling and kept growing. Her tits ballooned up to the 
size of her head, and they kept going until each one was larger than her head. Wendy 
had never even thought about tits that big. “My God,” she thought, “she’s a freak!” 
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Petra’s lemon t-shirt was stretched beyond capacity. As her breasts 
kept increasing in size, the shirt started tearing at the seams and around the 
neck. Petra was breathing normally again. Her eyes were as wide as saucers. 
She reached up to her chest. Her movements caused the t-shirt to tear even 
more. Every breath caused the rips to widen and lengthen. There wasn’t 
much of a shirt left. 

Petra pulled it off and stared at the tatters. Then she looked down, 
and her eyes became wider still. Her audience was still sitting and standing 
in stunned silence. All eyes went to Petra’s chest. She was enormous! Her 
bra was still on, but it was digging several inches into her flesh, and the 
straps were as tight as guitar strings. 

One girl exclaimed in a small voice, “They’re like volleyballs!” 

That sounded about right to Wendy. It was the most unfair moment 
of her life. What had gone wrong? Why was Petra even bigger than before? 
It didn’t make any sense. 

Petra looked around with a confused expression. Her mouth was 
slightly agape, and her eyes seemed to be pleading for an explanation from 
anyone. No one had time to react. A groan so loud that it hurt Wendy’s 
ears began rolling out of Petra. The rumblings began again, too. This 
time, the entire restaurant began quaking. Petra was shaking so hard from 
the changes inside her that the ground was quaking and the windows were 
rattling. Wendy even heard a couple of car alarms in the parking lot! 
Wendy’s mind raced. Both times, the groans inside Petra had heralded a 
belch that was at least ten times more powerful than the stomach rumbling. 
Both times, the belch had collapsed Petra smaller and smaller. Both times, 
Petra had swollen to greater and greater size. Wendy was terrified thinking 
about the belch to come and the size Petra would be afterward. “What if it 
didn’t ever stop?” Wendy thought to herself. 

She didn’t have time to consider anymore. Petra’s rumblings 
stopped—but only for a moment. A belch as loud as a cannon shot exploded 
out of her. It only lasted for a moment, but it broke the windows of the 
restaurant, knocked anyone standing in the restaurant down, and set off 
more car alarms than Wendy could count. She quickly stood and looked 
out the glassless window. Windows were shattered for blocks. She turned 
to face Petra. 

Petra was tiny. Her chest had drawn up, but so had the rest of her. 
Not a single part of Petra was thicker than Wendy’s wrist. And then, she 
inhaled. Quickly, her body filled out. Her tits were the last part to start 
refilling. They swelled... and they swelled... and they swelled. Shortly, 
she was even bigger than before and showed no signs of stopping or even 
slowing. Her lacy, white bra struggled to contain her. Each tit was jiggling 
and wobbling violently, trying to expand beyond the confines of the 
underwear. Petra kept inhaling, and her tits kept growing. As her tits 


reached a size that looked to Wendy to be bigger than a pair of basketballs, 
the bra gave up the fight. The clasps in the back gave way, and the bra shot 
forward and landed ten feet in front of Petra. Her boobs wobbled and 
bounced on Petra’s chest, but they didn’t stop growing. 

Wendy was dumbfounded. No one could be that big. How could 
she ever stand up again? Each tit was as big as the largest watermelon that 
Wendy had ever seen! As suddenly as the growth had started, it stopped. 

Petra sat there, stunned. Slowly, she raised her hand and touched 
her breasts as if she didn’t believe they were actually there. As she breathed 
out, the immense breasts started to shrink again. Petra looked up with 
horror, but the shrinking soon stopped. Petra sat there with boobs still 
bigger than basketballs, but to Wendy’s dismay, she believed that Petra 
could probably learn to manage those immense titties. 

She and Alice were too numb to think about what had gone wrong. 
This was horrible, though. She helped Alice to her feet. Others were 
recovering as well. One boy approached Petra, stripped off his large t- 
shirt, and gave it to her. Petra struggled to her feet and slipped the shirt on. 
It barely fit her. 

“Well,” Wendy thought, “I bet she never competes in a martial 
arts competition again.” 

The restaurant manager called for an ambulance. It quickly came 
and took Petra to the hospital. Wendy and Alice didn’t speak until it left. 
Afterward, with the restaurant in shambles, everyone went home. Wendy 
and Alice stood outside the building and were silent for several minutes. 

Alice broke the silence first. “It didn’t work.” 

“No kidding,’ Wendy replied. She looked at Alice and saw the 
half-crazed fury on her friend’s face again. She was afraid that Alice was 
losing it. 

“What are we going to do? We don’t even have anymore money 
for another potion.” 

“He should give us another since he royally screwed up this one,” 
Wendy said quietly. 

“We could make him give us another, Wendy.” Alice turned to her 
friend. There was a dangerous glint in her eyes. 

“How?” 

Alice shrugged. “I don’t know. We can try, though. Can we go 
up there next weekend?” 

“It wouldn’t hurt.” 

The girls departed in silence. 


Petra lay in her hospital bed under the dim lights and tried to sleep. 
Her parents would have been here, but they were vacationing on a little 








island in the Pacific and wouldn't have access to a phone for a month. 
Petra twisted around, trying to get comfortable. The weight of her new 
breasts was uncomfortable, but they didn’t weigh as much as she would 
have guessed. Part of her was thrilled. She liked having big boobs. She 
had always liked attention, and she knew that this would generate attention. 
When the ambulance arrived, there were already a couple of reporters 
waiting for them. Petra was simultaneously aroused at the idea of being all 
over the news and terrified of losing all her privacy. She hadn’t even 
needed to try to get attention since high school started. The attention just 
came. She felt that she had been leading a charmed life, and she was 
grateful. 

Her only regret was the jealousy and bitterness from her former 
friends. She had tried to stick it out, but they were just too much. She 
wished she hadn’t allowed herself to get drawn into that. Petra also regretted 
that she had been so hurt by Wendy and Alice that she had made the situation 
even worse. She thought back to Alice spreading the rumors about her 
sleeping with Henry Mathis to fix the homecoming queen and prom queen 
elections. She hadn’t. Henry had fixed them to show off to her. He was 
nice, and she was very flattered at the attention. Actually, she had to admit 
to herself that she was an attention junky. She loved it. She hadn’t needed 
to give in to Henry, though. Petra soon discovered that all she had to do 
was smile and be friendly, and things would naturally go her way. 

Petra flipped on the television. She couldn’t sleep, so she thought 
that she might as well distract herself. She adjusted the bed to a sitting 
position and was relieved that the weight was easier to deal with sitting. 
She thought that she might have to start sleeping that way. The news caught 
her eye. It was a picture of her from last year’s yearbook. She had made 
CNN. Petra was shocked. She quickly flipped to the other news stations 
and found her face all over them as well. Crazy theories were being thrown 
back and forth as to why a normal girl would suddenly start inflating like a 
balloon. Petra had her suspicions, but she wasn’t sure... . 

Her thoughts were interrupted by a man slipping into her room. 
Petra reached for the panic button but stopped when the man put his finger 
to his lips in a shushing motion. He was tall, with slick, dark hair, and he 
wore a bad suit. 

“Hi,” he started, “Pm Dave Kirk. I'm a producer for Leno. We 
want to offer you a deal for an exclusive interview.” 

Petra tried to interrupt but was cut short. “We’ll offer you ten 
thousand dollars, Petra. May I call you Petra?” 

“Yes,” she replied, “you can.” An idea struck her. “Letterman’s 
people called. They offered more—a lot more.” 

Dave blanched. He also seemed to be very distracted by her chest. 
Petra knew how to use that. 


She shifted and stood up. The hospital gown was large, but it was 
still tight around her massive boobs. She subtly pushed her babies forward 
for the best effect. Dave almost started drooling. 

“How much more?” he asked. 

“They offered fifty.” 

That got his attention. He quickly looked up and repeated, “Fifty?” 

“Fifty.” 

“Okay... well double it.” He looked sick to his stomach, but she 
had him now. 

“Fine. What do I have to sign?” she asked. “And this is only for 
the first interview, right?” 

“Okay. That's no problem. We want the first interview. [ll bring 
the contracts by tomorrow. Anyway, can you have the hospital staff ease 
up?” 

“Sure.” Petra sat back down. She could see that Dave had put his 
hands in his pockets to keep from reaching out and touching her tits. They 
might be the best thing that had ever happened to her. 

Over the next three days Petra was subjected to test after test in 
the hospital and fielded phone calls from television shows and magazines 
and adult publications. Two of the male nurses volunteered to help her 
with all the calls and news people. No one was allowed to visit her without 
her permission. All the craziness grated on the hospital staff’s nerves, 
especially the women, but Petra’s doctor—a handsome man who paid 
special attention to her—and the male nurses in the hospital were very, 
very protective of her. The press clamored for attention, but they couldn't 
bring cameras into the hospital. The limited access was driving them into 
a frenzy of which Petra took full advantage. Her new boobs were going to 
make her a couple million dollars over the next few months from 
appearances and photo shoots. She hoped she could keep it going and 
make a real fortune. 

Petra settled into her room. Tomorrow, she would be discharged 
from the hospital, and she would fly to Los Angeles for the taping of the 
first interview. After that she would be off to several cities for projects. 
All the poking and prodding made her tired. However, it would only get 
worse, she imagined. Petra stretched and yawned. Suddenly, she felt 
something strange. 

She looked down and could swear that her tits were bigger. Days 
ago, she would have sworn that was impossible. Now, she had no doubt 
that it might very well be true. Petra walked over to a mirror and examined 
herself. Yes, she was a bit bigger. She had spent a lot of time staring into 
the mirror above the sink trying to get used to the new her. She had 
memorized the way the gown stretched over her tits. Testing a theory, she 
stretched. Nothing seemed to happen. That part checked out. 








Petra braced herself and took a deep breath. Immediately, her chest 
started swelling. The gown rode higher and higher on her chest, stretching 
to the point where the ties in back dug into her shoulders. Strangely, Petra 
hadn’t run out of lung capacity. She kept breathing in and watching her 
glorious breasts swell larger and larger. Petra was giddy. She stopped and 
admired her new form. Her breasts were so immense that she couldn't see 
all of herself in the mirror. Luckily, they weren’t much heavier. They 
were heavy, but she could manage, although she probably couldn’t handle 
much more weight and volume. 

Now came the other test. Bracing herself again, Petra began 
exhaling as hard as she could. Her chest slowly lost mass as she expelled 
air. She stopped when she reached the size that she had been at for three 
days. There was no use giving away this little secret unless she could 
make some profit on it. She sat down on her bed and thought. Petra 
figured that Wendy had slipped something into her drink at the restaurant. 
It was the only thing that even approached making sense. Suddenly, she 
recalled the strange little exchange between Wendy and Alice in the locker 
room. Petra quickly rummaged through her purse until she found the address 
she had hastily written down. Maybe she needed to put her trip to Los 
Angeles off by a day or two. 

Petra lay back in her bed and prepared to sleep. An idea struck 
her. She began exhaling again. She didn’t stop until she was as flat as a 
board. “These adjustable jugs are a nice feature,” she chuckled aloud to 
herself. Petra hadn’t been able to sleep on her stomach since she was a 
sophomore. Now, she could adjust for whatever she needed to do. Well. 
.. She did need to decide on a default size, she supposed. Lying flat on the 
bed, Petra smiled and drifted off to sleep, holding the address in her hand. 

The next day, Petra was discharged from the hospital. She had 
decided to keep her new, “normal” size for now. Her doctor had decided to 
arrange for private transportation for her from the parking garage. They 
slipped past the news vehicles and all the reporters camped out on the 
grounds. Petra strongly suspected that they were camping out her house as 
well. Luckily, she had left her car at her friend Jennifer’s house the other 
night. Petra was wearing the same t-shirt that was donated to her at the 
restaurant. She also had on a ball cap and sunglasses, as if they could 
possibly disguise her. 

An idea occurred to her. She asked the driver to pull over into an 
alley. Fifteen minutes and a couple of kisses and a few squishing of her 
boobs against the chest of the driver later, he willingly gave her the car 
keys. She also had him go and buy a few t-shirts of various sizes. He 
looked confused, but he did as she asked. Soon, she was speeding down 
the highway nearly boobless in a cute little tank top that she wouldn’t have 
fit into for years without her newfound ability. 


A few hours later, Petra cruised through Albertville and followed 
the roads until she was driving up the path that Wendy and Alice had traveled 
less than two weeks ago. When she pulled up the drive, she saw a tall, 
handsome young man painting the porch. 

He stopped as she got out of the car and asked, “Can I help you?” 

“T hope so,” Petra began. “Do you know Wendy and Alice?” 

He nodded. “I take it they told you, and now you want a potion?” 

Petra decided that honesty might work better. She knew little about 
what was going on, especially anything about potions. “No. They used 
one on me.” 

Bobby looked annoyed. “They lied to me. Flattened you out, did 
they? Well, I can fix you right up. I won't even charge you.” 

Petra was tempted to take the potion just to see how big she could 
get, but she thought it might not be a good idea. If it was more powerful 
than the last one, she would shake the place apart in the earthquakes that 
might follow. “Wait,” she said, “what's your name?” 

“Bobby,” he replied with his regular easy smile. 

“Just wait, Bobby.” Petra started inhaling. She decided to see if it 
would work through her nose. If it did, she could control the size of her 
breasts without letting everyone know how she did it. She was glad to feel 
the tank top quickly begin to tighten around her growing breasts. 

Bobby didn’t seem too surprised. He did look horny to Petra, but 
he kept his cool, which impressed her greatly. She stopped expanding 
when the tank top was at its bursting point. She was beginning to crave 
the feelings that exploding out of clothes gave her deep inside. 

“They mixed the potion with something, didn’t they?” Bobby 
asked. 

Petra nodded. “They slipped it into my soda.” 

“Well, that makes sense,” he told her. “The carbonation reacted 
with the potion. I never knew it could make things . . . adjustable.” Bobby 
grinned at that. Petra could easily tell that excited him. If anything, the 
bulge in his pants gave it away. “How big can you get?” 

“T don’t know,” Petra replied. She hadn’t thought to test that yet. 

Bobby considered things for a moment. “Come with me,” he finally 
said. 

Petra followed him into the woods for about half an hour until 
they came to a clearing. Petra had never been much for nature, but these 
woods were beautiful. The clearing was filled with wildflowers and birds. 

Bobby turned to her and said, “This is good enough. Why don’t 
you grow as much as you can?” He moved behind her to watch. 

Petra stripped off her tank top and began to inhale as hard as she 
could. Her tits swelled at an amazing rate. Watching them made Petra 
intensely excited. She felt so powerful and in control. This was the best 
thing ever! 





She was shocked when her breasts touched the ground and continued to surge 
forward. The soft grass and flowers sliding along the skin of her breasts felt good ... 
really, really good. Petra closed her eyes, inhaled harder than ever, and enjoyed the 
sensation. She continued for longer than she had thought possible. Petra began to 
wonder if she had a limit or if she would just keep growing as long as she desired. A 
new, rougher sensation began, as if someone was fondling and scratching and massaging 
her breasts. Petra lost all coherent thought and just enjoyed the ride. After a few 
minutes she finally ran out of breath. 

She opened her eyes and saw nothing but a wall of flesh. Petra looked up and 
couldn’t tell how tall they were. She looked from side to side and couldn’t tell where 
her breasts ended and the forest began. That must have been the rougher sensation— 
the trees! The panicky feelings lasted only a moment. Petra quickly realized that she 
could exhale and reduce her titanic chest to a reasonable size in just a few minutes. A 
new question occurred to her. Where was Bobby? She called to him and heard 
something off to her right. 

“T m over here!” he called. “I was following along and seeing how far they 
went.” 

Petra felt a tingling, loosening sensation in her groin. She called out, “How 
big?” 

Bobby didn’t answer. After a minute he came up behind her. “They go for 
about half a mile forward. I think they go about a mile sideways, and they’re maybe 
five hundred feet tall.” 

Petra was dumbstruck. “How can you tell?” 

“Flying potion. Lots easier to get around with one.” 

“Sure.” This was too surreal for her. It was also exciting. “Mind if I shrink 
back down to walking size?” 

“Why would I mind?” Bobby replied, but he definitely looked excited. 

Several minutes later, Petra had slipped back into her tank top, and they walked 
back toward Bobby’s house. Petra filled him in on everything that had happened, 
including the past few years of school, on the walk back. She was comfortable around 
him. She felt a bit freakish since the restaurant, but he didn’t treat her that way. He 
seemed to like her, and she could tell that he was very turned on by her breasts. She 
worried that might be all he was interested in. 

“T m just afraid,” Petra explained as they neared the house, “that Wendy and 
Alice won't give up. I don’t know if they’ll come back here, but I would rather not 
have to keep worrying about being slipped strange magical concoctions everyday.” 

“Don’t worry,” Bobby said. He turned to her and smiled. “I have an idea or 
two if they come back.” 

“What?” Petra was worried. Wendy could be devious, and Alice had a mean 
streak at times. 

“TIl surprise you.” He winked at her. “Want some dinner? My dad is gone 
hunting. He won't be back for days while he sets his traps.” 

“Sure.” Petra liked the idea of spending time with Bobby. “Hold on a sec, 
though. I think I overdid the shrinking.” With a wink, she inhaled for a couple of 
seconds and expanded to a size that would keep Bobby’s attention. 
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Soon afterward, they were eating and talking to each other like they had known 
one another for years. As Bobby cleared the dishes from the table, Petra grabbed his 
hand. She pulled herself to him and kissed him. “Where’s your bedroom?” 

Bobby led Petra to his room. She pushed him down onto the bed. She pulled 
his pants off and straddled him. He unzipped her pants and she pulled them off, but she 
stopped him when he reached for her shirt. “Don't,” she said. 

Petra slid down on Bobby’s cock. His hard shaft felt great inside her. She 
began to breathe in deeply. As they pumped in rhythm, she heard Bobby gasp when he 
realized what was happening. 

He watched as her chest began stretching the tight little tank top, and his thrusts 
became more forceful and quicker as he became more and more excited. Soon, he saw 
that her top was stretched to the limit again. He ran his hands across the smooth skin of 
her arms, up her shoulders, and down her quivering, bouncing breasts. 

This seemed to excite Petra even more. When he tweaked her nipples and 
began massaging them, she had a sharp intake of breath, and her tits surged forward. 
The tank top straps went taut like rubber bands. Bobby lost it at that and started 
cumming forcefully. His wild bucking soon excited Petra to the point of orgasm herself. 
Her excited breathing was swelling her tits even more, which excited her and started 
the whole process of more excited breathing and quicker, larger boobs again. As she 
started cumming, her panting climaxed as well. By the time it was over her tits were 
like beanbags. She concentrated on exhaling until she had her old, familiar double Ds. 
She lay beside Bobby, and he held her until she fell asleep. The next morning, Petra 
would leave for Los Angeles. She intended to give Bobby a goodbye he would never 
forget. 

What they didn’t realize was that they weren’t alone. In the darkness outside 
Wendy and Alice had listened to Petra’s howls of pleasure and plotted in the silence 
that followed. 


PW Be corrınued .. 
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